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To  day  a  man  ,    To  morrow  none : 
Or,  S I R 

MS  alter     Rawleigks  1 

Farewell  to  his  LADY, 
The  night  before  hee  was  beheaded  : 

Together  with  his  advice  concerning 
HER,  and  her  SONNE. 


|HIS  little  tract  has  been  mentioned  in  bibliographical  works 
under  Raleigh,  but  no  biographer  appears  to  have  seen  it,  and 
no  account  of  the  contents  of  it  has  been  published.  It  only 
requires  a  few  words,  as  no  part  of  the  matter  is  absolutely  new. 
It  tends  to  prove  how  long  the  popular  interest  regarding 
Raleigh  survived  his  execution,  when  a  chap-book  like  the  present  could  be 
published  for  fhe  gratification  of  buyers  of  such  cheap  literary  commodities. 

First  comes  Raleigh's  famous  letter  to  his  wife,  concluding  so  pathetically 
and  piously,  "  My  true  wife,  Farewell  :  God  blesse  my  poore  boy  !  Pray  for 
me  :  my  true  God  hold  you  both  in  His  armes  !"  Then  we  have  his  Epitaph, 
not  materially  differing  from  the  ordinary  copies.  The  chief  interest  arises 
from  what  appears  on  the  last  page,  which,  for  the  first  time  in  print,  ascribes 
the  poem  "Like  Hermite  poore"  to  Raleigh.  It  exists  in  MS.  in  various 
collections,  and  it  is  not  unfrequently  alluded  to,  but  it  originally  appeared  in 
"The  Phcenix  Nest,"  1593,  without  any  name  prefixed  or  appended.  Here 
we  see  that  in  1644,  twenty-two  years  after  the  death  of  Raleigh,  it  was 
publicly  ascribed  to  him. — Collier's  Bibliographical  Catalogue. 
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Sir    II  alter  Rawhighs  farewell  to  his 

Lady  the  night  before  he  was 

beheaded. 

Together  with  his  advice  concerning  her,  and 
her  Son. 
Dear  W  i  f  e, 

1  >U  shall  receive  my  last  words  in  these 
my  last  lines  ?  my  love  I  send  you  that 
you  may  keep  it  when  I  am  dead,  and 
my  counsel  that  you  may  remember  it 
I  am  no  more.  I  would  not  with  my 
will  present  you  sorrows  (dear  Bess)  let  them 
go  to  the  grave  with  me,  and  be  buried  in  the  dust. 
And  seeing  it  is  not  the  will  of  God  that  ever  I  shall 
sec  you  any  more  in  this  life,  bear  my  destruction 
gently,  and  with  a  heart  like  yourself. 

First,  I  send  you  all  the  thanks  which  my  heart 
can  conceive,  or  my  words  express,  for  your  many 
troubles  and  cares  taken  for  me,  which  though  they 
have  not  taken  effect  as  you  wished,  yet  my  debt  to 
you  is  not  less,  but  I  shall  never  recompence  it  in 
this  world. 

Secondly,  I  beseech  you  even  for  the  love  you 
bare  me  living,  that  you  do  not  hide  yourself  many 


2  Sir  Walter  Raulcigh'  s  Farewell. 

days,  but  by  your  travel  seek  to  help  your  miserable 
fortune,  and  the  right  of  your  poor  child  :  your 
mourning  cannot  avail  me  that  am  but  dust. 

Thirdly,  you  shall  understand  that  my  Lands 
were  conveyed  (bonafide)  to  my  child,  the  writings 
were  drawn  at  Midsummer  was  twelve  month,  as 
divers  can  witness,  and  I  trust  that  my  blood  will 
quench  their  malice  that  desire  my  slaughter,  and 
that  they  will  not  seek  also  to  kill  you  and  yours 
with  extreme  poverty. 

To  what  friend  to  direct  you  I  know  not,  for  all 
mine  have  left  me  in  the  true  time  of  trial  ;  most 
sorry  I  am  (as  God  knoweth)  that  being  thus  sur- 
prised with  death  I  can  leave  you  no  better  estate  ; 
I  meant  you  all  my  Office  of  wines  or  that  I  should 
purchase  by  selling  it,  half  my  stuff  and  my  jewels, 
(but  some  few  for  the  boy)  but  God  hath  prevented 
all  my  determinations  ;  The  great  God  that  worketh 
all  in  all. 

But  if  you  can  live  free  from  want,  care  for  no 
more,  for  the  rest  is  but  vanity. 

Love  God,  and  begin  betime  to  repose  your 
self  on  him,  therein  shall  you  find  true  and  everlast- 
ing riches  and  endless  comfort :  for  the  rest  when 
you  have  travelled  and  wearied  your  thoughts  over 
all  sorts  of  worldly  cogitations,  you  shall  sit  down  by 
sorrow  in  the  end. 


Sir  II 'alter  RawleigKs  Farewell.  3 

Teach  your  son  also  to  serve  and  fear  God 
whilst  he  is  young,  that  the  fear  of  God  may  grow 
up  with  him,  then  will  God  be  a  husband  unto  you, 
and  a  father  unto  him,  a  husband  and  a  father  that 
can  never  be  taken  from  you. 

Bayly  oweth  me  1000 1.  Avion  600  1.  In 
yersey  also  I  have  much  owing  me  ;  the  arrearages 
of  the  wines  will  pay  yours  debts. 

And  howsoever  (I  beseech  you  for  my  souls 
sake)  pay  all  poor  men  when  I  am  gone  :  no  doubt 
you  shall  be  sought  unto,  for  the  world  thinks  I  was 
very  rich. 

But  take  heed  of  the  pretence  of  men  and  of 
their  affections,  for  they  last  but  in  honest  and 
worthy  men  :  and  no  greater  misery  can  befall  you 
in  this  life,  than  to  become  a  prey,  and  after  to  be 
despised  :  I  speak  it  (God  knoweth  not  to  dissuade 
you  from  marriage,  for  that  will  be  best  for  you, 
both  in  respect  of  God  and  the  world. 

As  for  me  I  am  no  more  yours,  nor  you  mine, 
death  hath  cut  us  asunder,  and  God  hath  divided 
me  from  the  world,  and  you  from  me  :  Remember 
your  poor  child  for  his  fathers  sake  that  comforted 
you,  and  loved  you  in  his  happiest  times. 

I  sued  for  my  life  (but  God  knows)  it  was  for 
you  and  yours  that  I  desired  it  :  for  know  it  (dear 
wife)  that  your  son   is  the   child  of  a  true   man,  and 
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who  in  his  own  heart  despiseth  death,  and  all  his 
misshapen  and  ugly  forms. 

I  cannot  write  much;  God  knoweth  how  hardly 
I  stole  this  time  when  all  are  asleep,  and  it  is  now 
time  to  separate  my  thoughts  from  the  world.  Beg 
my  dead  body  which  living  was  denied  you,  and 
either  lay  it  in  Sherborne  or  in  Exeter  Church  by  my 
father  and  mother.  I  can  say  no  more  time  and 
death  call  me  away.  The  everlasting  God,  infinite, 
powerful,  and  inscrutable  God,  That  Almighty  God 
which  is  goodness  itself,  mercy  itself,  the  true  light 
and  life,  keep  you  and  yours,  and  have  mercy  upon 
me. 

Teach  me  to  forgive  my  persecutors  and  false 
accusers,  and  send  me  to  meet  him  in  his  glorious 
Kingdom. 

My  true  wife  farewell,  God  bless  my  poor  boy, 
pray  for  me,  my  true  God  hold  you  both  in  His 
Arms. 


Sir  Walla-  RawleigKs  Fa 


VEN  such  is  time,  which  lakes  in  trust 
Our  youth,  our  age,  and  all  we  have, 
And  pays  us  but  with  af>e  and  dust, 
II 'ho  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave, 
When  we  have  wandered  all  our  ways 
S'utts  up  the  story  of  our  days. 

And  from  the  earth,  the  grave  and  dust. 
The  Lord  shall  raise  me  up,  I  trust. 

Walter    Rawleigh. 


XIKE  Hermit  poor  in  pensive  place  obscure 
I  mean  to  end  my  days  with  endless  doubt. 
To  wail  such  woes  as  time  cannot  recure 
Jl  'here  none  bid  love  shall  ever  find  me  out. 

And  at  my  gates  despair  shall  linger  still 
To  let  in  death  when  love  and  fortune  will. 

A  Gown  of  gray  my  body  shall  attire, 
My  staff  of  broken  hope  whereon  I  stay 
Of  late  repentance  linked  with  long  desire, 
The  couch  is  framed  whereon  my  limbs  /  lay. 
And  at  my  gates,  &c. 
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My  food  sliall  be  of  care  and  sorrow  made, 
My  drink  nought  else  but  tears  fa/' 'n  from   mine  eyes. 
And  for  my  light  in  this  obscured  shade 
The  flames  may  serve  which  from  my  heart  arise. 
And  at  my  gates,  &c. 

Walter    Rawleigh. 


FIX  IS. 
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